PATCHWORK                                           "A"
again for us to go back to our compartments.
Mary and I had drunk each of us a glass of light
beer with our lunch, and we were dazed a little, I
think, in the midday sunlight after the filtered light
behind the blue-glass windows of the stifling dining-
car.
Our compartment was in the last coach of the
train. Bearer put his head out of the window,
adjusting his turban, having obviously slept while
we ate. He opened the door from within, jumped
down and clambered back to his own adjacent
compartment.
We stood looking down into the dried bed of a
stream, which would have been a fair-sized river in
England, and at the parched cactus on the far bank.
The soil was pink and the day yellow, with a hot,
hazy sky overhead, and here and there a vulture
soaring.
On the ground there was no sign of life. Perhaps
the dried cacti and the long-recumbent grasses hid
an occasional snake, and somewhere, no doubt, a
pack of jackals was in shelter for the day and would
make the night hideous across the great plain
when the night should come; but none of that was
visible.
The pinkish-brown plain merged everywhere into
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